KAI LUNG'S GOLDEN HOURS

resorted to a stratagem that rarely failed him. An-
nouncing in a loud voice that it was his intention
to refresh the surface of his body by the purifying
action of heated vapour, and then to proceed to his
mixing-floor, the merchant withdrew. The demon,
being an earth-dweller with the ineradicable ob-
jection of this class of creatures towards all the
elements of moisture, at once relinquished its hold,
and going direct to the part of the works indicated,
it there awaited its victim with the design of re-
suming its discreditable persecution.

Wong Ts'in had spoken with a double tongue.
On leaving the inner chamber he quickly traversed
certain obscure passages of his house until he
reached an inferior portal. Even if the demon had
suspected his purpose it would not have occurred
to a creature of its narrow outlook that anyone
of Wong Ts'in's importance would make use of so
menial an outway. The merchant therefore reached
his garden unperceived and thenceforward main-
tained an undeviating face in the direction of the
Outer Expanses. Before he had covered many li
he was assured that he had indeed succeeded for
the time in shaking off his unscrupulous tormentor.
His internal organs again resumed their habitual
calm and his mind was lightened as from an
overhanging cloud.

There was another reason why Wong Ts'in
sought the solitude of the thinly-peopled outer
places, away from the influence and distraction of
his own estate. For some time past a problem that
had once been remote was assuming dimensions of
increasing urgency. This detail concerns Fa^Fai,
who had already been referred to by a person of
literary distinction, in a poetical analogy occupying
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